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and what strange volcanic combinations, where we ought to
have heard your Saint-Ant oine in a setting worthy of the sub-
ject! Of what use are these pleasures of vision, and how are
these impressions transformed later? One does not know
ahead, and, with time and the easy ways of life, everything is
met with again and preserved.

What news of your play? Have you begun your book?
Have you chosen a place to study? Do tell me what is becom-
ing of my Cruchard, the Cruchard of my heart. Write to me
even if only a word! Tell me that you still love us as I love
you and as all of us here love you,

G. Sand

CCLXIL    To GEORGE SAND

Croisset, Friday, 5th September, 1873

On arriving here yesterday, I found your letter, dear good
master. All is well with you then, God be praised!

I spent the month of August in wandering about, for I was
in Dieppe, in Paris, in Saint-Gratien, in Brie, and in Beauce,
hunting for a certain country that I had in mind, and I think
that I have found it at last in the neighborhood of Houdan.
But, before starting at my terrifying book, I shall make a
last search on the road that goes from Loupe to Laigle. After
that, good night.

The Vaudeville begins well. Carvalho up to now has been
charming. His enthusiasm is so strong even that I am not
without anxieties. One must remember the good Frenchmen
who cried "On to Berlin," and then received such a fine drub-
bing.

Not only is the aforesaid Carvalho content with the le Seoce
faible, but he wants me to write at once another comedy, the
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